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brow, looking at her son. His figure stood out starp and
clear against the blue sky. She was ashamed to go up to
him because she was pregnant, and in her arms she car-
ried another baby. She kept on until she came to a field in
which children were playing with a ball. There were
many children, and the ball was red. The baby in her
arms reached out For the ball and began to cry. She gave
it the breast and turned back, but on the hill now stood
soldiers with bayonets pointed at her. Quickly she ran to
a church standing in the middle of the field—a white,
ethereal church which was immeasurably high and seemed
to be made of clouds. Someone was being buried;
the coffin was large and black and tightly closed. The
priest and the deacon were walking about the church in
white vestments and singing:
Hallelujah, Christ is risen	
The deacon bowed and smiled at her as he swung the
censer. He had bright red hair and a jolly face, like Sa-
moilov's. Broad rays of sunlight screamed like white scarfs
through apertures in the cupola.
In both of the choir lofts, boys were singing:
Hallelujah, Christ is risen	
"Arrest them!" shouted the priest suddenly, coming to
a halt in the middle of the church. His vestments van-
ished and a stiff grey moustache appeared on his upper
lip. Everyone fled, including the deacon, who threw the
censer aside and clutched his head in the manner of the
khokhol. The mother dropped her baby at the feet of the
running people, but they avoided it, glancing with fright-
ened eyes at its naked body. The mother dropped to her
Icnees and cried to them:
"Don't abandon the child! Take it with you!"
Hallelujaht Christ is risen.,..
sang the khokhol, smiling and holding his hands behind
his back.

